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Could not my fitters loue
Once quench thy filthy luftl
Thoufoilst vs a I, and eke thy felfe^
We grieii'd, and thou vniust.

By thee I haue defilde

My deareft fifters bedde

By thee I comft the life but loft^

Which too too long I ledde.

By thee (thou Bigamus)

Our fathers griefe mujl growe,

Who daughters twain, (and two too much}

Vppon thee didbejlowe.

But fince my faulte, thy faffie,
My fathers tust offence,
Myfifters wrong, with my refroche^
I camiotfo difpence.

If any Gods be good

yf right in heauen do raigne,

Jf right or wrong may make reuengt,

ThoitJJialt be paide agame.

And (wicked) do thy wurft,
Thou can/I no more but kil:
And oh that death (before this gilte)
Had ouercome my wilL

Then might my foule beneath,
Haue tnumfht yet andfaide,
That though I died dif content^
y livde and dide a mayde*

*f Herewith hir fwelling fobbes,
Did tie hir tong from talke,
Whiles yet the Thracian tyrant (there)
To heare thefe words did walke.